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| hear any more!" he broke off to ask

*No,” said Lalia. **What's the use?

*Tall, experienced and thirty'—that
throws me out.”

| “Well, here’'s another from a man
down in Pennsylvania. He wants a

| teacher, no age specified, no experience

| required. ™

“Good! I'll apply!™ exclaimed Lalia.

“But  wait,” interrupted Romney.
*'He is emphatic on one point: she must
be plain and unattractive to men.”

“1 can apply then, 1 can!”™ urged Lalia
in unaffected excitement. “What kind
of school s it?"

*A boys' boarding-school—" Romney
laid the letter aside with an airof finality—
**which educates rather old boys, I under-
stand.” Then looking at Lalia quietly,
he added: *'I didn't dare risk your
{ photograph in answer to such a require-

ment."”

*Oh!” said Lalia again, and blushed.

{ She drew off her cap and smoothed it.

{ She forgot her hair, which ran riot over

| her forchead and ears, as tousled as a

{child's. Her blue eyes dwelt on her cap,

and there was just the suspicion of a catch

in her voice as she said: "1 doubt that

I can secure a position at all."

“That governess place,” ventured Pro-
| fessor Romney—"'seems to me it would

be pleasant.”

“Not vet,” said Lalia decidedly. “I
{ want a class-room. [ know I could fill it
[ better than anyone imagines. [ believe
'T'm bigger in thought than in—form,”
Land; the catch in her voice was distinet.
I 1 know that you are,” agreed Pro-

fessor Faulks gently,

“Perhaps,” began Lalia hesitatingly,
Irn-.-;.-ing her cap.  She intended speaking
qu an idea which had engrossed her of
| late—"* perhaps if 1 was given an oppor-
tunity for a personal interview [ could
make a better impression than my pho-
tograph docs.”  She looked up wistfully,
! Romney was looking steadfastly out
of the window, * Principals often come
here for the purpose of personal inter-
views.  You shall have the opportunity
vou wish, Miss Bart.”

It was June before Faulks redeemed
his promise. Nearly all the seniors, both
mawn and women, had secured positions
in their chosen walks of life.  Lalia, now
grave of face, was stll searching.

Finully there was a ray of hope.
'Belle Galbert burst into her room in
haste, erying: *Oh, Lalia, Professor
Fuulks wants you up in his office right
away. Principal Dean of the Rider
Scrmnary s there, and professor wants
vou to interview him.”

*Belle!" cried Lalia " Just as 1 am?"

“Just as you are!” echoed Belle.
“You never looked sweeter, you hrtle
dear, in that white suit and your har
all wavy., 1 wish I could look half as
bewitching.”

The speech, enthusiastic and truth-
ful, fell on deaf ecars. “And you have
secured such a tine position!™ was all the
response Belle got.

The appearance in the office door a
few moments later of a httle white-clad
woman created widely diffening sensa-
! tioms in the breasts of the two men en-

gaged n earnest  conversation there.
The pmnapal cleared his throat and

i stared. The professor’s face softened,
and his eves smiled.

I *“ls—ah—did 1 understand you to
say that Miss Bart was an apphcant for
the pusition?” the former asked awk-
wardly after the three were seated.

“Yes," mterposed Romney quickly,

“and 1 beheve she will make a good
teacher, tas,  She will honor the position.™

Laha turned grateful eyves on Professor

Faulks. *"Yes. I am an applicant,” she
sanl, her armor of dignity carefully
buckled on.  But beneath the armor her
heart sank, for she saw in the principal’'s

| face his oljections to her size and girl-
1ish appearance.

Fimally he gave an embarrassed laugh
and sud awkwardly: “If only vou ap-
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peared older, Miss Bart, and were larger |

—why, people would be mistaking you |

for our youngest freshman, I fear.” |
After that Lalia closed the interview

herself. Her heart was like lead. She i

had _failed under the most auspicious
circumstances, with Professor Faulks to
champion her cause.

She left the offir  and stumbled blindly
up the hill on the back campus. She
did not want to face the girls at the
chapter-house with her eves in that con-
dition. She pulled her white “sailor” low
over her face and hurried along, but not
so fast as some one who strode after her.

*Miss Bart!” called Professor Faulks'
voice. *Miss Bart!” and Lalia paused,
bending her head still lower.

Romney joined her, and the two walked
on a moment in silence. Then Lalia
raised her eyes bravely and said with as
much cheerfulness as she could sum-
mon: **Now, Professor Faulks, I'm
ready to hear about that governess |
position."”

Faulks kicked a pebble ahead of them
on the walk and thought a moment.
“Are you sure it has come to that pass |
with you?" he asked in an odd voice. |
His brows were druwn together, and he
followed that pebble carefully. '

*It has come to that, yes,” confessed
Lalia. “There are no places for little
people in the world—little women at
Jeast.””

“Indeed there are!™ Romney spoke
impulsively, eagerly. *“There are the
largest and most important of positions! ™

Lalia checked him wearily. *It is
kind of you to say so. You have been
so kind and thoughtful with me all the
year, I thank you; but now—this
governess place—is it still open?”™

“As open,” spoke Romney promptly,
“as it was when 1 first spoke to you
about it."”

**Has not the agency tried to fill it?”
she asked wonderingly.

“None of the agency knew of it except
myself, and I reserved it for you, as your
last resort.”

“Thank you,” said Lalia softly, look-
ing across the green hillside. “Tell me
about it. Is it a girl that's to be tu-
tored?"™

**No, it's a boy."

“Is he a big boy?  As big as I?"

*Yes, much larger.”

Lalia brought her eves back from the
hillside and stopjed. **Can [ ever com-
mand his respect 2" she asked in despair.
*Can I ever win him?”

“You have won him already,” said
Romney quickly. His vowe was low,
and his eves bnmmed over with an ex-
pression which opened  Lalia’s  wide.
**That’s the reason [ kept the place open
for you. He's a clumsy boy; but he's |
anxious to kam—from you. Do you
understand, httle lady, sweet Hhttle
lady?™

It was a bewildered little woman who
walked besade him, a hittle woman who
began to see that all the happiness in
hife did not he in treading an unusually
high platform before a roomful of stu-
dents; but this she did not tell Romney
—just then. She merely saud, at the foot
of the campus, and there was a trace of
mischief in her voice:

“You may send your recommenda-
tions—and photograph—to my mother,
please, and et her judge of the desir-
ability of the position.”

PHYSICIAN AND NOVELIST

A LAWYER and a physician of Philadelphia, |
the latter al<o a novehst of consulerabile
note, were once discoasang the question of
carnings at the bar and in hiterature, the law-
yer contenihing that literature aforded hatle
encouragement to a man who desired to make

money

“Well,”™ said the phvsicaan, *1 should call
no novelist poor who conld, as | can. double
his income at any moment "

" And how?" asked the lawver,

“By laving down my pen,” smilingly re-
pliesd the physician. f

“THE GOAL.” a Double-Page Foot-ball Picture by Will Grefs,

Next Sunday.

See Page 12.

Have you s pericoaly
develjed Sgarer «an
e meal oW oul evening
Cvwmn ow Heht Biting
Cathor made suits  wih
i b 1ok we o an e
Vo peracanently aml -1:
PROVE IT FRNEE
Junt write saying “wwld
we Bl tria trestoest

wou-hrn‘tn sl

enouagh of

Sorve pad Fodk Beilder 1t

g that ot will Sevebop

The Bigure saper -y, alvs

prrmanentls Lo s i

et moart s the Bt

et b wils, thew

celin puedom rste ahere poandne f  ontoor an | B Tness
I alnclitely ne essary 8 make e perfe U woman and
their poarishment will give you the development you
shoold bave. 1ot delay. write o suen,

€ L JOYES (0, FO0L Beally Snldeg, Blobe, 5 V.

Send two crot stasp with bl dete and 1 wil
Srmd g 3 pen photore o yus ke from the orn e
o the grave 11 metbers of losinesa love, mar
rage and bealth, plainy Bl by the goratent
Mt dogre liv Fatrone ast ke d 2] catimbesd

PROF.LE ARD), oyt 30 BESBOLPORT, CONN.
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